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of course "Rip Van Winkle," which tells of
the ne'er do well Rip, journeying up Into

the mountains and finding Henrik Hudson
and his crew playing nine pins, and then

going to sleep for twenty years, and "The

Legend of Sleepy Hollow," the story of the

schoolmaster, Ichabod Crane, who loved

the country flirt, Katrina Van Tassel, and
who was pursued on Hallowe'en night Dy
the terrible "Headless Horseman." If

Washington Irving had written no other

stories than these he would still be a great
man in American literature.
From England Washington Irving went

to live in Paris for a time and while there

made the acquaintance of John Howard

Payne, the author of "Home, Sweet Home,"
and once the two planned to take French

plays and make them over for the English
and American stage. But very little if

anything came of that. By and by Irving
wrote "Bracebridge Hall," which described

English country- life, and "The Tales of

a Traveler"; and then, having made up

his mind that he wanted to write a "Life

of Columbus," he went to Spain to be in

the land whence the great discoverer sailed
for the New World, and there, for many
wonderful months, he lived within the pal-
ace of the Alhambra, in Granada, which
had been the last stronghold of the
Moors in Europe, that once upon a

time they had come so near to conquering.
In the Alhambra Irving finished his
"Columbus" and wrote his "Conquest of

Granada" and his "Tales of the Alhambra."
Then two years more in London, and in
1S31 he sailed for home.
When, seventeen years before, he had

left New York, he had been a little great
man; now he was a big great man. Before
he departed from England the medal of
the Royal Society of Literature had been
given to him, and those who witnessed the
presentation shouted "Diedrich Knickerbocker!""Ichabod Crane!" "Rip Van
Winkle!" You may 1* sure his own fellowcountrymen were not going to be beTP*-» rrl ioVi in elninor him hnnnp

There was a big public dinner for him in
the City Hotel, which wa6 at Thames
street and Broadway, near Trinity Church,
and was then the finest hostelry in New
York.

In his speech at that dinner he told of
the many amazing changes he had found
in the city of his birth. If the boys and

girls who know New York to-day could see

that town of 1831 they would probably
laugh. But to Irving it was a wonder
city. When he had sailed away from New
York in 1815 what is now Brooklyn
Heights had been nothing but a green

. forest on a hill. The sights that met his

eyes moved him to say: "How shall I describemy emotions when our city rose to

sight, seated in the midst of its watery
domain, stretching away to a vast extent
.when I beheld a glorious sunshine lightingup the skies and domes, some familiar
to memory, others new and unknown, and
beaming upon a forest of masts of every
nation, extending as far as the eye could
reach! I have gazed with admiration upon
many a fair city and stately harbor, but
my auiuiiaLiuw wng IUIU auu iuchcvumw, IV*

I was a stranger, and had no property in
the soil. Here, however, my heart thrilled
with pride and joy as I admired.I had
a birthright in the brilliant scene before
me: 'This was my own, my native land.' "

American Journeys; Astoria, Sunnyside.
One of Washington Irvlng's first

journeys after his return home was to
the scenes of "Flip Van Winkle," the tale
that, written twelve years before, had
made the Catskill Mountains famous
throughout England and America.
Of course, the descriptions had all been
drawn from his imagination, but on the
trip fellow travelers, not knowing who
he was, pointed out to him the exact
spots where Rip's home stood, and where
he threw himself down for his twenty
years sleep. When he wrote to his
brother Peter telling his adventures, Peter
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replied: "I have little doubt but some

curious travelers will yet find the bones of
Rip's dog."

After the Catskills there came another
and much longer journey, to the far West,
which was then held by the Indians. As
a result of this journey he wrote his
"Tour of the Prairies" and his "Astoria,"
the latter being an account of the fur
trading settlement of the Astor family in
Oregon. Back again in New York he went
for a time to live as a guest in the house
of John Jacob Astor, which overlooked
the East River in that part of the city
which was long known as Astoria. But
although he had no boys or girls of bis
own nis neart yearned ior a norne 01

his own, and he bought Sunnyside, on the
banks of the Hudson, near Tarrytown.
And there, about Uncle Washington,
gathered the nephews and nieces, especially
the nieces. Perhaps they were troublesomechildren at times. But he never complained,and he called Sunnyside "the best
house to which an old bachelor ever

came"; where he had "but to walk in,
hang up his hat, kiss his nieces, and take
his seat in his elbow chair for the remainderof his .life."

The Later Year*.

Although in those days one usually
traveled from New York to Tarrytown
by boat on the Hudson River, and it was

no journey of three-quarters of an hour.
you may be sure the city tried to keep
in touch with its best beloved man of
letters, and never neglected a chance to do
him honor. From time to time, especially
in the winter, he came down from his
country home to enjoy the theater, of
which he was very fond, usually staying
at the home of a nephew, who lived either
in a house at the corner- of Irving place
and Eighteenth street, or in the house
next door. He was asked to become Mayor
of the city and was made the first presidentof the Asior Library. When Charles
Dickens came over to make us his first
visit, there was of course a big dinner
for him, and Washington Irving naturally
had to take the chair. To tell the truth
he was not the best speech maker In the
world. In greeting the English novelist
he got as far as "Charles Dickens, the
guest of the nation," and then sat down.
"There," he said, "1 told you I should
break down, and I've done It" Everybody
laughed and loved him the more.

In doing Washington Irving honor th*nationdid not want to fall behind the
city of New York, so Daniel Webster, who
was Secretary of State under President
Polk, asked him to become our Minister
to Spain. There were no American Ambassadorsin those days. Had there been,
be sure that Washington Irving would
have been asked to become an Ambassador.
At any rate he accepted, and four more
of his years were spent in Europe. Hut
this time his heart was not there. He
wanted to be just Uncle Washington,
sitting among his nephews and nieces,
especially, as has been said, nieces, and
writing his books in the library at Sunnyside,with the noble Hudson J eeting his
eyes as he looked out of the window.
Then the last years, the pretty last

years, when the tide of life was ebbing
gently out. They were busy years. He
wrote "Wolfert's Roost." and his "Life
of Goldsmith," and his "Life of Washington."Great people from all the world
visiting New York went to see him at
Sunnyside as one makes a pilgrimage to
a shrine. He was outwardly happy and
always kind. But perhaps there were

times, when he was all alone.in his library,
that he took out that package with the
lock of hair and the miniature, and thought
of the years long gone and whispered the
name "Matilda."
Who can say?
Then the day came, it was November

28, 1859, when the news reached the
city that Washington Irving was dead
at seventy-six years of age. There were
sad faces in the streets, and the flags on

buildings and on ships in the harbor and
along the river fronts were pulled down
to half mast, and the Mayor and Council
recognized the event as a public grief.
It was as if a President or a great soldier
had died. Thus New York paid last
tribute to its Uncle Washington Irving.
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"Hopalong Ciniij" eU ^

rpOM BOYD, plainsman and pioneer, was
^ headed for a healthier climate than that

of Santa Fe, where the Gooernador, for per-
sonal reasons, wished to add Tom's ears to
his collection. But happening to meet a charmingyoung woman bound for Santa Fe. Tom

' a-W Ua k«/4 Kuctnoec fhorA g~
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too.and things started immediately.
You'll find this a cracking good story of impudent
daring, and yon11 revel hi the vivid, colorful picture
it presents of the West in the roaring forties, of the

perils of travel on the treacherous Missouri river and
the bone-strewn Santa Fe Trail.
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" HTwmu the art of Utter writ!hi is dead

The Life and Letters
a/Walter H. Page
By Burton J. Hendrick

^England, O. HENRY once said that Page as an editor
19l?-l^l8. could write a letter of rejection that one

could take to the bank and borrow money on.

"
. The servant question is admirably

solved here. They divide the work according
f"Tom <1 to a fixed and unchangeable system and they do
hurt ivthirH -t rcmarjcaj)lyr well.in their own slow Englishirom Uondot. x. , , ,,,

Drr 22. 1913. way. We simply let them alone, unless somethingimportant happens to go wrong. Katharine
simply tells the butler that we'll have twentyfourpeople to dinner tomorrow night and gives
him a list of them. As they come In, the men"

Kf^r'arni^p'^H at the door addrr. every one correctly- Your
per set, $\t).nCe Lordship or Your Grace, or what not. When

they are all in, the butler comes to the receptionroom and announces dinner. We do the
rest. As every man goes out, the butler asks him
if he'll have a glass of water or of grog or a

al[ cigar; he calls his car, puts him in it, and that's
Hooks,ores. the end of jt Bu]1^ gQod pJan.
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Vibrant with human interest in every page.
.New York Tribune.

By May Sinclair
ANNE SEVERN AND THE FIELDINGS
\ Iioc \ Toxr ^inrloir c nn\r Krv^l' ic ca i 11a*#* ca mA\mno ca
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coloured with the bright thread of passion, that one leaves
it to walk out into a newly disturbed world aching with the
sharp beauty of a borrowed vision..The London Times

^Literary Supplement.
32.00 Wherever books arc sold.
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